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Summary: 


It was a perfectly normal day until it started raining muffins. 
Can Piers discover the truth behind this madness? 


Muffin Madness 


Muffin Madness 


Another pointless and random fanfic from yours truly. Enjoy! 


Camelot owns Golden Sun, not me. 


It was a wonderfully pleasant morning and a fine time to be 
taking a walk through New Vale. Piers believed that nothing 
could go wrong on his walk. However, he was so very, very 
wrong as he was soon about to find out. 


All of a sudden, muffins were raining from the sky. On the 
outside, they looked like innocent and tasty muffins that 
could do no harm from being eaten except for the fact they 
would have become dirty from landing on the ground. That 
was not the only reason why these muffins were unsuitable 
for eating however for they were actually diabolical muffins 
that could turn people into mindless zombies. 


Fortunately for Piers, he didn't like muffins. Lemurians were 
rather odd after all and Piers was really no exception. 
Strangely enough, the people of Vale had no problem with 
eating muffins that had landed on the ground even though 
they were dirty and wouldn't be very nice to eat. Slowly but 
surely, everyone started to turn into a mindless zombie. 


Piers frowned as a muffin landed on his head and fell to the 
ground. Was it even normal for the sky to be raining 
muffins? He had spent long enough out of Lemuria that he 
was pretty sure that kind of thing wasn't supposed to 
happen in the outside world. Could this be some bizarre side 
effect of Alchemy being unleashed? 


The Lemurian decided to go and ask the elderly sage, 
Kraden, who would no doubt be holed up inside his cottage, 
studying a bunch of dusty old tomes. Surprisingly, the old 
man was not inside the cottage preparing for his next hour 
long lecture but sitting on his doorstep gobbling a muffin. 


"Um, Kraden?" Piers spoke. "I need to talk to you." 


"Muffins," Kraden moaned, having finished the rest of his 
muffin. "Muffins. Muffins." The old man got up and started to 
shuffle toward Piers with his arms outstretched. 


Piers blinked in surprise. He had no idea that Kraden was so 
fond of muffins. For that matter, why was he lurching toward 
him like some kind of creepy zombie? He backed away as 
Kraden came even closer. "Look, there's a muffin right over 
there!" he exclaimed, pointing frantically at a muffin lying 
nearby. 


"Muffins!" Kraden pounced eagerly on the muffin and started 
chomping on it. 


"He must be going senile," Piers muttered to himself. "Well, 
that's just too bad." He hurried away to look for someone 
else to speak to. 


It wasn't long before he found Felix sitting on the ground 
and stuffing his face with muffins. The Venus Adept didn't 
even look up at him. 


"Hey, Felix, | need to talk to you," Piers said. "I think 
Kraden's losing his mind." 


"Muffins?" Felix looked up at Piers, blinking his wide brown 
eyes. 


"Uh..." Piers faltered. 


"Muffins!" Felix exclaimed, throwing himself upon Piers. 
"Gimme!" 


Well, at least he could say something beside the word 
muffins. Piers pushed him off and held him at arms length. 
"Why are you attacking me for muffins? They are lying all 
over the ground for goodness sake! Come to think of it, why 
IS everyone eating muffins off the ground? That's 
disgusting." 


"I like muffins." Felix pouted, his eyes welling up. 


This was definitely not normal. Piers let go of him and turned 
away, rubbing his head. "What is going on here?" he asked 
wearily. "| need to find someone who's actually still sane." 
He started walking, suddenly aware of Felix following along. 
Piers glanced over his shoulder, seeing Felix pick up a muffin 
and watch him expectantly. 


Well, as long as Felix didn't pounce on him again, he didn't 
care if he wanted to follow him. Piers shrugged and 
continued, soon spotting Isaac and Garet. To his dismay, it 
appeared they were both helping themselves to muffins. 


“Chocolate muffins are the best!" Garet declared. 
“Blueberry muffins are the best!" Isaac argued. 
"Chocolate!" 

"Blueberry!" 


"Hello?" Piers waved his hand in their faces. "Could | have 
your attention for a moment?" 


Isaac and Garet ignored him however and continued to 
argue about their favourite blueberry flavours. Piers groaned 


in frustration. 


"Why is everyone so obsessed with muffins?" the Lemurian 
exclaimed, throwing his arms up in the air. 


“Because muffins are delicious!" Felix said cheerfully. "Want 
to try mine?" 


Piers sighed. If the oddly hyperactive Venus Adept was the 
most coherent one here, then there was definitely a 
problem. Were those muffins loaded with sugar or 
something? 


"Come on!" Felix brandished the muffin in Piers's face. 


Piers grimaced in disgust. There was no way he would eat a 
disgusting soil encrusted muffin. "I hate muffins," he stated. 
“Especially dirty muffins." 


"What did you say?" asked a very angry feminine voice from 
behind him. 


Piers gulped and turned around to see a furious looking 
Jenna. She actually sounded pretty normal, which was a 
relief, but the rage in her eyes was rather unnatural even for 
her. 


"| said... | hate muffins?" Piers spoke tentatively. She had 
eaten one, hadn't she? 


Jenna immediately raised a glowing hand. Piers screamed in 
terror and started running for it, diving to the ground just as 
a Dragon Fume soared over his head. He scrambled back to 
his feet and kept running, fearing that the Mars Adept would 
pursue him. 


Since when did muffins even drive people crazy? Piers had 
eaten a muffin once and he definitely hadn't gone crazy 
from eating it. Besides, it was just food. How could food even 
do that to people? 


Piers spotted Mia standing by the path, gazing off into the 
distance. Hopefully she hadn't eaten a muffin. 


"Mia." Piers stopped to catch his breath, anxiously glancing 
over his shoulder. No Jenna in sight. 


"Do you know the muffin man?" Mia inquired, looking at him 
curiously. 


Piers slowly blinked. What was a muffin man? Was he the 
one making the muffins rain down on Vale? If he was, then 
the Lemurian was definitely going to be having some words 
with him, if he could find him. "No. Do you?" 


Mia slowly shook her head. "I wonder if he's a man made out 
of muffins. He must be so tasty." She licked her lips. "I 
wonder what flavour he would be. What if he was all of 
them?" 


"Look, Mia, we have a problem here," Piers said. "It's not 
supposed to rain muffins, you know?" 


"I want to eat the muffin man." Mia sighed longingly. "If only 
he was real." 


Piers raised an eyebrow. Mia was really disturbing. "Um, well, 
I'll just leave you to your freaky muffin man fantasies then. 
Say, if he was walking and talking, would you still eat him?" 


"Sure," said Mia. 


Piers slowly nodded and kept walking, drops of sweat rolling 
down his head. All around him, Valeans were talking about 
muffins this and muffins that and scoffing every muffin that 
rained down from the sky. It was a bizarre sight and he 
wondered what would even cause this to happen. Who 
would do something like this? 


The Mercury Adept soon spotted a familiar pair of blondes 
and hurried over to them. "Please tell me you two haven't 
eaten any muffins!" 


"Well, | was considering eating one," Ivan said, "but then 
this guy standing next to me who ate one started raving 
about muffins. | thought it was odd." 


"Ivan stopped me from eating one just in time," said Sheba. 
"So you didn't eat one either then?" 


"| don't like muffins," Piers whispered so that he wouldn't be 
overheard by psychotic muffin obsessors. 


Ivan and Sheba's jaws dropped at this statement. 
"H-how can you not like muffins?" Sheba stuttered. 


"Next you'll be telling us you don't like cake!" Ivan 
exclaimed in astonishment. "Are you really human?" 


Piers slowly exhaled through gritted teeth. Was it really so 
unnatural not to like muffins? "Look, we have more 
important things to worry about than my tastes in food right 
now. We need to find out what's causing these strange 
muffins to fall from the sky." 


"Whatever it is, it can't be caused by ordinary forces," Sheba 
mused. "It would have to be something powerful." 


"Like the Wise One?" Ivan asked. "I don't know why the Wise 
One would turn everyone into muffin obsessors though." 


"What could anybody hope to gain from turning everybody 
into muffin obsessors?" Sheba wondered. 


"| don't know, but we're going to find out," Piers said. "I'm 
sure the Wise One must have some idea of what's going on. 
Let's go and see him." 


The Wise One was found drifting around the ruins of Mt. 
Aleph, apparently oblivious to the fact it was raining muffins. 


"Hey, it's not doing anyone any harm, is it?" the Wise One 
asked, when this was pointed out. "They seem to be quite 
enjoying those muffins." 


"Are you behind this then?" Ivan asked accusingly. 


"Of course not! It upsets me that | cannot partake of food 
like you humans can. You all seem to enjoy eating and | wish 
| could do the same." The Wise One sighed wistfully. "The 
last thing | would do is bless you all with even more food. I'm 
so jealous of your ability to eat. If only | could eat food as 
well." 


"It's a tough life being a one-eyed rock, huh?" said Sheba. 
"So do you know what's causing this then?" 


"A long, long time ago, before Alchemy was originally 
sealed, there were many different races and all sorts of 
strange creatures that your feeble minds couldn't even 
begin to comprehend," the Wise One told them, "Some of 
them had remarkable powers too. Now that Alchemy is 
running rampant once more, these creatures are returning to 
Weyard. One such being was known as the Muffin Man." 


Piers gasped. "The Muffin Man really exists? | thought Mia 
was being random." 


"| doubt she would actually know of its existence," the Wise 
One said. "These muffins have a strange effect upon people 
but it should wear off sooner or later if they don't keep 
eating them." 


"So, what's the Muffin Man supposed to be?" Ivan asked. 
"And where can we find him?" 


The Wise One's eye swiveled up as it gazed into the 
distance. "Speaking of the Muffin Man, | think that's him 
coming into Vale right now. You really shouldn't worry 
though, he's harmless." 


However, Piers, Ivan and Sheba had already run off upon 
hearing that the Muffin Man was coming into Vale and failed 
to hear the Wise One declare him to be harmless. 


“Humans are so impatient," the Wise One muttered, floating 
away. 


The three Adepts raced into the village and stopped, staring 
in disbelief at the creature standing before them. There was 
no doubt that this was the Muffin Man. However, the Muffin 
Man did not appear to be a man but a giant walking muffin 
with arms and legs. 


"Hey, Mr Muffin Man?" Sheba called out. 


The muffin turned around, blinking its beady eyes at them. 
"Yes, the Muffin Man is who | am. Have you been enjoying 
my delicious muffins?" 


"What on earth is this?" Piers asked in disbelief. "I am 
hallucinating, right?" 


"It's your muffins that are driving everyone crazy!" Ivan 
exclaimed. "We can't let you keep doing this." 


"Oh my gosh! It's the Muffin Man!" 


Everyone turned to see Mia standing there with wide eyes. A 
long trail of drool was already running out the side of her 
mouth as she gazed longingly at the giant muffin. 


"I'm not sure | like the way you're looking at me," the Muffin 
Man said nervously. 


Mia lunged at the walking, talking muffin and sank her teeth 
into the soft, spongy surface. The other Adepts winced as 
the Muffin Man let out a scream of pain. Mia ignored it 
however and kept eating. 


"No... please stop..." said the Muffin Man as Mia devoured 
him at an impossibly fast rate. "It's not right... not... right... 
.. it hurts... argh... no... please..." His moans grew weaker. 


All of a sudden the sky had grown dark and freaky red 
shapes were now oscilliating across it. 


"Help... me... let's be... friends... it feels good... Piers... Piers... 
Piers... Piers... Piers..." 


Piers suddenly woke up, gasping and sweating. It was just a 
dream after all. He wondered what on earth had caused his 
subconscious to show him such strange things. 


After having some breakfast and taking a nice, long walk to 
recover from the shock of such bizarre dreams, Piers decided 
to see how his friends were doing and headed to the house 
where Felix was living with his family. 


"Hi, Piers." Jenna greeted the Lemurian at the front door. 
"Come in. I've just finished some cooking." She led him 
through the house to the kitchen. "I'm getting a lot better at 
it, honest. Would you like to try one of my freshly baked 


muffins?" 
Piers immediately ran from the house, screaming in terror. 


Jenna pouted. "Hey, my cooking isn't that bad." 


